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Fresh Juices - Espresso - Cappuccino - Lattes 
Mochas - Italian Sodas - Gourmet Hot Chocolate 
Spiced Cider - Coffee Beans by the Pound 


“If it 
weren t for 
pickpockets 


Id have 


@ no sex life 


af all.”” 
juice njava 


FRESH Juice / ESPRESSO BAR 


Drive through available. 


Open Honday—Thursday 7AM to 9PH 
Open Friday —Saturday 7AH fo 11PH 


- Rodney 
Dangerfield 


260 West 100 Horth, Provo 375-5409 


Gaia: The greek goddess of the earth 


(MENTION THIS AD AND GET A FREE STICK OF INCENSE) 
Imported Women's Clothing, Jewelry, Grateful Dead and 
Environmental Tie-Dye Tees, Baby Tie-Dyes, Bandanas 
Posters, Oils, Cosmic Cards, Tapestries from India, 
Bumperstickers, Dead Stickers, and Salt Lake's Best and 
Biggest Variety of Incense, Rain Sticks, Beaded Doorway 
Curtains, Dream Catchers, Hippie Sticks and Much More 


241 East 300South SLC 532-4242 
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YOU'RE BACK! 
YOU'VE FOUND YOUR APARTMENT. 
YOU'VE FOUND YOUR CLASSES. 
NOW WHO'S GOING TO CUT YOUR HAIR? 


FREE 
DEEP CONDITIONING 
WITH A CUT. 


(Conditioning treatment includes scalp and oil 
treatment, hair clarifying and conditioning 
treatment. $15 value). 


40W 100N PROVO 
3 (345308 


Call for Appointment 
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Note from the Editors: a 
Ice Cream Brought | 
Us Together 


People often ask us, “So, Scott and Sam, how exactly does one . 
become editor-in-chief at a volunteer organization like Student 
Review?” It’s true, working for the Review is not your average 
corporate climb. There is no sleeping-to the top, no backstabbing, no 
bribery, and no extortion. Student Review is run much like the Chueh 
in that everyone takes turns performing in different capacities and no 3 
one is more important than anyone else. A sort of “lay mapazcn 2 
if you will. S 

There is, however, one exception to that comparison. And it’ sa 
rather bizarre one, we’ll admit. Using a hybrid of numerology and — 
Jungian theory, the previous semester’s editor, Bryan Waterman, 
came up with a single deciding factor to aid in the selection process. = 
He decided that the new editor must have spent his orher summer 
driving an ice cream truck. Bryan figured that sucha specific... 
qualification would eliminate any possible confusion or contention. 
He was startled, as were we, when it was discovered that both of us ; 
had dealt in the vending of frozen confections. Scott worked for = 
Scoops Ice Cream, Inc. in Rochester, NY and Sam for Penguin Ice 
Cream, Inc. in Livonia, MI. We had the paycheck stubs to prove it. ff 
So, unable to go back on his word, Bryan was compelled to call us — 
both as editors-in-chief, or co-editors-in-chief, 

As it turns out, Bryan’s hairbrained technique proved to be for the 
best. We get along well thanks to the mutual understanding that all ice : 
cream truck drivers share. Some people put into a tandem editorship . 
would find much of their time spent negotiating and coordinating, 
differing viewpoints ‘on how things should be done. However, we 
spend our time reflecting on the glorious summer we spent, although 
miles apart, spreading the same joy throughout the neighborhoods we 
frequented. Working for the Review becomes second nature; we drive 
a figurative ice cream truck, of student thought around the perimeter of — 
BYU campus, distributing insight, laughter, and diversity. 

Having lived what we did this past summer, we realize that there is 
more to life than school, socializing, and even student-run 
newspapers. So, given our shift in Priorities, don’ t be too. Surprised 1 if, 
Student Review begins to take greater interest in ice cream-related _ 
topics such as, “The Bomb Pop: Subliminal Military Propaganda or 
Delicious Frozen Treat?” “The Spiritual Insights of a Wayfaring 
Entrepreneur,” or “A Marxist Analysis of the Spending Patterns of Ice _ 
Cream Truck Patrons.” { 


by a 


In fact, we would like to close with a short poem we composed 
which, as editors, we can print at will: 


There is no ice cream for you today, little child, 
Only hate. That Doublefudge of yesterday 

Has melted under the harsh sun of prejudice. 

So save your change, and buy a gun, and be 

An ice cream truck driver like me some day. 
Only then shall you be free from the sticky 
Wrapper of society’s ignorance. I ring my 

Bell for you, o little one, and build you a house 
Of popsicle sticks where you and I can live. 


Peace. 
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Staff people of the week: 


¢ David “Danger Boy” Seiter, Noise Editor, who worked so hard 
on meeting deadlines for the first issue that he ended up in the hospital 
with an intestinal flu virus. We hope those Quaaludes do the trick, pal. 

¢ Jennifer Burrill and Kathryn Hall, Managing Editors, whose 
razor-sharp eyes combed every page of this issue (egscept phor thiss 
won). On top of that monumental task, Jennifer compiled another 
calendar filled with compelling excuses not to do homework. 


ove it or Leave it 

ar Review: 

After reading Sean Crane’s letter to the editor (9/22/93), I think you should start 
ndatory drug testing of all letter writers. Or, maybe a mental aptitude test because 
/jiously Mr. Crane is not normal. Either way, he was either on something, or should 
—possibly valium. : j 

He begins by attacking Rex Lee for being Mike Lee’s father, saying that Rex coerced 
selection committee. I could as easily announce Cecelia Farr as sleeping her way 

) BYU. Both are ludicrous. Both are unfounded. Both are libelous. 

Then, Crane lightens up on Rex Lee and begins attacking the “trustees.” “Trustees” _ 
he BYU euphemism for “apostles.” They’re prophets chosen by God. Mr. Crane 
ieves these men issue grooming standards that are Nazi-esque. Though I agree they 
be burdensome,.I went to a university where there were no standards, and believe 

_ I can smell the difference. : 

And finally, Mr. Crane goes with the liberal stand-by: academic freedom. I wonder if 
se like Crane stop to think about whose academic freedom we’re considering. When 
s academic freedom for the professor stop? Should it stop with professors telling the 
ibutes of abortion? Should it stop with opening prayers to Heavenly Mother? It must 
) when it conflicts with the teachings of the Church, and it should stop when it 

flicts with the student’s education. English 101 should not turn into Intro to Feminist 
-rature. ; i 

This is an LDS-university. Certain standards are rightfully enforced. It’s a private 
versity and should not be up to the whims of democracy. If Mr. Crane doesn’t like it, 
should leave. 


Nicholas A. Zukin 
Bugene, OR 


e 
. Sharp Reproval, Betimes 
the editor: Sr keene: é 
After reading your “Letters” page in the August issue, I feel, as a reluctant proponent 
olerance (June issue), a responsibility to address the fairly intolerant views espoused 
Cory Blubaugh. In doing so I speak also as a “lifetime member” (well, since I was 
it, anyway) of the LDS church, taking as my pretext D&C 121, which Mr. Blubaugh 
ecusing someone of quoting out of context, does so himself. D&C 121 was given as 
d instruction in how to answer our offenders—”reprov[e] betimes [which means 
mediately’ ] with sharpness; when moved upon by the Holy Ghost; and then showing 
h afterwards an increase of love...,” which is what I hope to do with this letter. 
The first problem is Mr. Blubaugh’s apparent confusion about what women are and 
ild be: “I was brought up to believe that women are to be treated not as equals but as 
sns,” and later, “the role of woman....is not to be a subordinate... .but a help mate and 
panion...”” Which is it? If women are to be treated as queens (i.e. unattainably pure 
innocent objects, a doctrine contrary to the gospel, which presupposes that we are 
inners, every one), then women certainly can’t be “help mate[s] and companion{s],” 
vice versa. 
[he second problem is far more damaging to the doctrines I hold dear. In roundly 
demning an honest essay about the problems of unrighteous dominion in a lay clergy 
1 in so doing somehow confusing a specific example of one bishop as a general 
ment about all bishops), Mr. Blubaugh says “if you have been victimized, it’s 
iuse you allowed yourself to be a victim.” I have had far too many friends and 
laintances who wound up on the wrong side of the stick in cases of physical abuse, 
tings, and rapes to believe even for a minute that they had, somehow, “allowed” 
nselves the luxury of choosing to be a victim. “Victimhood,” a trendy word (and fad) 
died about by liberal and conservative alike lately, springs from the common 
onse to violence, a means of regaining what confidence your attacker has stripped 
n you—a human response to inhuman action. 
fo bring this back to the original article, which was about spiritual abuse, let me just 
that the original article caused many more positive effects than Mr. Blubaugh’s 
>k could ever destroy. As I’ve watched my father, a licensed social worker, fill 
ous ecclesiastical assignments, inlcuding bishop, I’ve reflected on the problems the 
ior of “Confessions” enumerates. My father was a good bishop because he was 
icd to be a conselor, to listen to people and use his training to help them. Quite 
oly, the problem is, and will, I hope, continue to be that very few bishops have any 
| of training. I said “I hope” because part of the beauty of the LDS system is its 
city to heal sick sinners, whose roles might be that of the bishop or the confessor. I 
ol Mean to suggest that unrighteous dominion is desirable or even appropriate: I 
/ mean to suggest, again, that we are’all, in whatever capacity we're serving, sinners 
eed of repentance and forgiveness, in the spirit of Christ's atonement. Without the 
umstances a lay clergy provides, we would have a far worse problem, I suspect, of 
tual abuse by. clergy assuming a higher, and therfore unassailable, authority for their 
Phe last problem is somewhat personal. I was involved with the Student Review (though 
ginally) when “From the Horse’s Mouth” (changed, appropriately, in the June issue to 
res Mouth”) debuted. The idea was, and is, to expose ludicrous, “pop” doctrine to 
sly) the audience who propound it. An example: I overheard a while back a student 
claimed that the then new ward budget system, and its sister, the “equal-pay” 
sionary budget system, had been revealed in a marathon, 24-hour session in the Salt 
e Temple with all the General Authorities in attendance. I told this to my roommate, 
se uncle, the Financial Director of the Church, had been hammering away at those 
cies for years, and he and I shared a good, deserved, laugh. 
The point is this: our folk doctrine, which Mr. Blubaugh propagates himself (and I'll get 
at next), Will surely damn us if left unexamined. Already the poor excuse that “blacks 
> less valiant in the pre-existence™ and therefore unworthy of the priesthood has cost us 
imerable converts, black and white, for its disregard for the universal atonement of 
ist, Which could never allow a punishment for an unremembered crime. 
Mr. Blubaugh’s assertion that our Mother’s name is not known because Father “would 
allow it” assumes somehow that Father decides and Mother stands quietly. This 


> 
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may be so; I don’t claim, as Mr. Blubaugh does, the authority to lay down 
unsubstantiated doctrine. However, I do find some scriptural hints in Isaiah 50:1, which is 
also, for some reason, quoted in the Book of Mormon (2 Nephi 7:1). My feeling (and 
don’t any of you go converting this to doctrine) is that Mother doesn’t much like the way 
we do things down here, and will wait until we get it right to show Herself. 

Finally, Iwill not say anything about Mr. Blubaugh’s callous treatment of the 
courageous young woman who bared the deepest part of her soul—I can say nothing 
more about the condition of his soul than he has already unwittingly shown. 

May he, and may all of us, find our way to repentance from the letters that hold us 
fast, which include false and damning doctrines as well as sinful acts and thoughts. 


Sincerely, 
Derk Michael Koldewyn 


To Accept or Not to Accept 


To the editor: 

Iam a student at B.Y.U. and I have read only the June and July issues, so I haven’t 
been exposed to Student Review long enough to form an opinion of your publication. To 
quote an old cliché, “the jury is still out.” But, I have enjoyed reading the articles thus far. 
I would like to comment on the “Thoughts of a B.Y.U. Lesbian” [SR, June 1993] article, 
for I have given this. much thought. I empathize with the writer, but I wish to comment on 
where I disagree with her. 

One myth of homosexuality that still somehow remains in homosexual rhetoric is that 
10% of the population is gay. This is simply not true. This 10% statistic is taken from a 
Kinsey survey conducted approximately 20 to 30 years ago. The sample Kinsey surveyed 
simply did not reflect the population at all. More recent surveys estimate the percentage of 
gays in society at 1%, at most 3%. I believe that the reason gays still cling to the mistaken 
notion that 10% of the population is gay is because gays seem to take strength in numbers, 
which is a completely natural tendency. So my point is that there are not “3000 gays at 
B.Y.U.;” the correct number is closer to 500 and at most 1000. But we should still be 
concerned with this number; many are our friends and relatives. 

My difficulty in understanding the homosexual culture is their desire for unconditional 
acceptance. I am very tolerant of homosexuals, but I reserve the right to have differing 
views. I do not want my children taught in the public school systems that homosexuality is 
a “normal” lifestyle. I don’t want courses such as “Mommy Has a Roommate” and 
“Daddy Has a Good Friend” taught to young, impressionable minds. Let’s teach that 
homosexuality is a lifestyle some people have and that we should accept these people for 
who they are, citizens of our communities. ‘I can accept homosexuals as citizens 
contributing to the good of society, but I can’t accept the homosexual lifestyle because I 
don’t agree with it. Homosexuals march on Washington D.C. and demand “civil rights.” 
Why? Why should gays get preferential treatment because they are gay? What makes your 
sexual orientation a “civil right’? I simply do not understand such a notion, but maybe 
someone can enlighten me,for I admit that perhaps I am missing something in their 
argument. . 

Another problem with homosexuality is the inability of gays to sustain monogamous 
relationships. Over the course of their lifetime male homosexuals have incredibly large 
numbers of sex partners, many more than male heterosexuals if you exclude Wilt 
Chamberlain. The obvious problem with jumping in and out of bed with many different 
partners is the high probability of contracting the HIV virus. When the HIV infected 
require medical attention,we as taxpayers pick up the bill for their promiscuity. I have a 
problem with that. Promiscuity is a major problem in the heterosexual community to be 
sure, but the incidence of AIDS is still largely highest in the male homosexual category. 
There is also the instability that goes along with a lifestyle such as this. 


Sincerely, 
Jeff Porter 


Gilly’s Snob Shop 


.. . Resale Clothing for Particular People 


Men & Women’s Fashions 
Specializing In Ralph Lauren, 


Donna Karan, Armani 


“A fashion victim is someone who does not shop resale!” 


251 SOUTH state street SLC 521-5663 


Gilly’s Snob Shop 
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Inherit the Right to Think 


by Chris Cox 


ver eighty years ago, a controversy arose on campus over the 
teaching of the theory of evolution at BYU. Ultimately, three 


professors were fired. Inherit the Wind , a Theater and Film 674R project 
directed by Corey Ewan, tells the story of a small Tennessee town in the Bible Belt which 
had to deal with the theory of evolution in its public school. Watching the characters.of 
the play work through the personal, religious, and political dilemmas the theory of 
evolution brought to their community, I was reminded directly of our own struggles with 
academic freedom at BYU. The essential issues and general 
characters have not changed. At the root of both of these 
situations are the rights to think and to speak out. 

There are two controversies at work here. The first is in the 
story of the play itself and how it closely mirrors our own campus § 
and religious community. The second controversy is over the 
presentation of plays that contain sensitive material. 

In the play, character Burt Cates [Joseph Riddle] is a school 
teacher who discusses the theory of evolution one afternoon in his 
classroom. The parents, religious leaders, and politicians of the 
small community are enraged and fear that the discussion of this 
theory in the application of any science will damage the faith of 
their children. Rather than try to understand Darwin’s theory, the 
townspeople refuse to even discuss or read about it, choosing instead to act in fear. They 
throw Cates into jail, labeling him as an outcast and blasphemer. No one asks him of his 
personal beliefs or why he feels it is important to learn about what Darwin had to say. He 
is tried by a jury of people who believe he is wrong before the trial even begins, and he 
never has much of a chance of winning. 

There are distinct parallels to this here in our own community: New methods of 
examining society, history, art, science, literature, and every other discipline have arose 
throughout the century—feminism being just one of many. Like the townspeople in the 
play, most people react in fear, refusing to try and understand what the theorists are 
saying. Followers of these new schools of thought are labeled as outcasts and blasphem- 
ers, and are sometimes even put on trial for attempting to understand the new theories for 
themselves. They are not tried by a jury of their peers but by individuals who refuse to try 
to understand what they are opposing, thus condemning the accused from the very start. 
No one asks Burt Cates what he personally believes or why he thinks there is validity in 


The second controversy deals with the old question of censorship. When Inherit the 
Wind was first performed last May, the director was asked to invite religion professors to 
attend the performances and hold discussions afterwards on the theory of evolution. It was q 
feared that the subject matter of the play would stir up doubts about the Bible and the 
validity of the creation story. Furthermore, when the 1960 film of the same title was 
shown by the Film Society, many angry letters were written, saying the film encores 
people to stop studying the scriptures. 

These, however, are not the messages of the script. Its 
agenda is explained in the words of one of the characters, | 
Rachel Brown. She declares, “T have read this book [Darwin’s . 
Origin of Speciés], and I don’t understand all of it. In fact, 
what I do understand I don’t like. But that’s not the point.” 
Rachel realizes that it is important to try to understand 
different points of view. It is not necessary to agree with them, 
but criticizing others for having differences in thought and 
opinion is wrong. It is far better to share thoughts with others 
in a spirit of tolerance and openness. 

Ours is a demanding generation, constantly insisting on 
being entertained. If one simple element in the entertainment 
does not meet our expectations, most will censor the work or 
throw it out entirely. Our fast-food society avoids searching 
for understanding if it is to be found on any level deeper than the surface. Many times I 
have heard people call a play bad because a character swore. Some will refuse to see 
theater that deals with sensitive issues. People want to be entertained, not made to think. 
Most theater requires an active viewer for enlightenment. Last year in a lecture to BYU 
Theater and Film students, actor Gordon Jump said that we must “look at the entire script 
to find out what the message is.” Often, the message will be hidden behind the gruffest or 
most hated character. Like the townspeople in Inherit the Wind who would not try to 
understand what they were opposing, we can also close ourselves off to valuable lessons 
when we refuse to listen. 

Perhaps in another eighty years or so, the BYU Theater and Film Department will put 
on a play about feminism or some other post-modern school of thought that is presently 
controversial. The message, however, will still be the samc. Are you making a choice to 
let someone else tell you how to think and act, or are you willing to take responsibility for — 


the new schools of thought. It is much easier to condemn what is not understood. your own thoughts and reach your own conclusions? 


Response toRex 
by Stephen Vaisey 


Freedom Given Y Faculty,” The Daily Universe, 14 September 1993), he states that the faculty here 

“enjoys a greater measure of academic freedom” than at any other university. In the context that 
professors have the freedom to discuss LDS theology in the classroom, the statement is undoubtedly true. 
There is no other university that provides the opportunity for the faculty to integrate secular and spiritual 
Jearning in the way BYU does. However, President Lee’s article fails to consider the fact that this university 
is here primarily for students, not faculty. 

While the professors here may or may not have received their higher education at BYU, the point is they 
have already received it. However, most of the students have not. That is the purpose of attending a univer- 
sity (at least for me). Like many students here, I plan to go on to another institution to continue my education 
after my undergraduate work at BYU. The question on my mind of late has been: Will my education here 
prepare me for my later studies elsewhere? As most of the professors have finished their doctorates, their 
forays into the theological world hold few repercussions for them. The student body, however, must consider 
the effects of over-reliance on Church doctrine in the classroom. 

Of course, what makes BYU unique is its “twin commitment” to intellectual and religious learning. Iam 
in no way disparaging the importance of that ideal. I am, however, concerned with the prevalence of “Sun- 
day School” answers being offered and, even worse, accepted in secular classes. For example, during 
freshman orientation, I attended a preview class for a logic and reasoning course. During the course of the 
lecture and subsequent discussion, Plato and Joseph Smith were set up as pillars of philosophically opposing 
positions. While Joseph Smith’s ideas on the importance of logic do indeed contrast with Plato’s, the 
Prophet's relevance to the study of philosophy eludes me. His contribution to the world was, without a 
doubt, greater than that of any philosopher, but that fact does not make him a philosopher. 

In another case, I attended a “utopian society” class preview. When students were asked to discuss 
various portrayals of utopias, Zion was the only one mentioned. Any discussion of relevant works by Orwell, 
Huxley, or Rand was met with looks of bewilderment or mutterings of “that’s irrelevant.”So, im the spirit of 
President Lee’s speech and article, and to further demonstrate the effect that “Church” answers to secular 


“Response” continued on page 9 


I n President Rex Lee’s recent article on academic freedom (“President Lee’s Hypotheticals Show 


Welcome back to the Cougareat; which you may have noticed no longer has 
metal utensils for us to eat with. Last year, the Cougareat lost $5,000 from people 
taking silverware. Because they cannot afford to continually purchase metal 
utensils, they now offer only plastic utensils. 


Just think of the incredible waste: not only producing, but throwing away 
hundreds of plastic utensils daily. Unlike other enviornmental problems, this one 
has an easy solution. Just stick a fork in your backpack along with your pens. 
Even if you don’t care about the planet, it’s really lousy to try to eat over there 
with those useless plastic utensils. So next time you get a plastic fork tong broken 
off in your burrito, remember this exhortation: pack a fork. 
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Curiouser and Curiouser: The 


Boo Radleys 


by Brent Wescott 


ike the reclusive and 
misunderstood hero from 
To Kill a Mockingbird, 


The Boo Radleys display. charac- 


is a trend that continues through- 
out the album until the last song, 
the Beatles-esque “The White 
Noise Revisited.” You never 
know when they might take off 
with a heavy beat or calm down 


could have, but ends up with a 
simple statement of love that will 
always last. Amidst a dance beat 
and continuing controversy, 
“Rodney King (Song for Lenny 
Bruce)” matter-of-factly asks, 


Peace Together 


by Matthew Polder 


usic from the UK has always seemed a bit ahead of 

M what we Yankees typically produce. Sure, we won 
the war back in the late 1700’s, but since then we’ ve 

had a hard time competing with those hailing from the land of 


tea and crumpets. 
And what’s even better than a single band from the UK is an 


teristics that are at the 
same time confusing and 
listenable. The Boo 
Radleys’ new album, 
Giant Steps, follows this © 
enigmatic formula and is 
just the thing to keep 
anyone interested. As 
Alice in Wonderland says, 
it only gets “curiouser and 
curiouser.” 


Giant Steps has a sound § 


quite reminiscent of the 
Pale Saints. Indeed, Pale 
Saints’ vocalist Meriel 
Barham lends her talent 
nicely to two tracks on the 
_ album, “Rodney King” 
and “One Is For.” Inter- 
spersed with various 
sounds from backmasking 
to feedback, the songs on 
the album flow together to 
form an enjoyable experi- 


ence no matter what mood ——————————— 


“Do you know my name 


| before you/Tear me apart/ 


Do you care who I am?”. 


‘ The song “Spun Around” 
talks about suicide in a 


world where “God is 


» nowhere to be found”. 
_ Carr writes about 


unrequited love, God, 
pain, and that it’s all 
okay; life goes on. 

These lyrics are set 
within the frame of 
peaceful music clashing 
with disturbing and 
painful noise. “I take it as 


‘a compliment when 


people tell me our music 
is difficult to listen to,” 
says Carr. “It’s a whole 
lot better than writing 
music where, when you 
get to the second verse of 
the first song, you know 
exactly what’s going to 
happen for the rest of the 


entire album with a variety of bands—a compilation of songs 
just waiting to be spinned. Such is the recent release by Peace 
Together, an organization formed last summer by Irish musician 
Ali McMordie, of Stiff Little Fingers, and Robert Hamilton, 
formerly of the Fat Lady Sings. The organization has announced 
a series of concerts and recording projects aimed at promoting 
tolerance in the region. 

The first, self-titled CD is out for your listeninig pleasure and 
has quite a bit to offer. The first track, “Be Still,” has a number 
of Irish and British artists on it, including Peter Gabriel and 
Sinead O’Connor, The song advocates strength under adverse 
conditions. : 

A good number of the other twelve tracks are covers. Among 


_ the more interesting is the rather hard sounding cover of 


Gabriel’s “Games Without Frontiers” by Pop Will Eat Itself, 
And My Bloody Valentine does a very soothing version of an 
old James Bond theme song, “We Have All The Time In The 
World,” originally sung by Louis Armstrong for the movie On . 
Her Majesty’s Secret Service. Two Elvis Costello songs are 
covered: “Oliver’s Army” by Blur, and “Peace In Oat, Time” by 
Carter The Unstoppable Sex Machine. 

The other tracks include a few that are worth buying the 
album for all by themselves. U2 recorded a memorable version 
of Lou Reed’s “Satellite Of Love,” live in Dallas and featuring 
Reed as guest vocalist. 

Saving the best for last though, is track 13 which is a remix 


you might be in. 

The first song, “I Hang 
Suspended,” begins with a soft 
keyboard humming and is 
accompanied by a backwards 
_ sampling of a man’s voice, which 
is interrupted by quick drums and 
a loud guitar riff that takes you 
through the rest of the song. This 


into acoustic mode complete with 
trumpet, cello, clarinet, and 
flugelhorn. 

Songwriter and lyricist Martin 
Carr has created songs that are 
both contemplative and light- 
hearted. “Wish I Was Skinny” 
lists some wishes that anyone 


to hear more. 


record.” The result is a virtual 
cacophony that is harsh, yet 
beautiful. As the album 
progresses, so does your attention. 
The Boo Radleys have made an 
album that only makes you want 


of the first song, “Be Still,” by Robin Guthrie and featuring. 
Elizabeth Fraser of Cocteau Twins on vocals. For all the diehard 
Cocteau Twins fans waiting for the new album Four Calendar 
Cafe, (supposedly due out October Sth), this will satisfy nicely 
any cravings you might have for the etherealness of this group. 
Whatever your tastes, this album is a very good purchase—if 
not only for the music, then for the fact that all proceeds will be 
used by Peace Together to set up a trust fund for the youth of 
Northern Ireland. 


“Goin’ back home, get my ol’ gal Sue. She ain’t the 
caviar kind, just plain ol’ kidney stew. Oh, kidney stew, 
kidney stew is fine.” 

— Eddie Vinson, Urban Blues, “Kidney Stew Blues” 


Cc loset Faavorites 


yric 
iners: 


(Music you secretly love but can’t admit to anyone.) 


“J normally just have to laugh at heavy metal bands. They’re all a bunch of 
mindless, unartistic posers that lack any creativity, sing about the same things (sex, 
drugs, the devil, etc.) and like to think they’re real tough. But I have to admit that I 
honestly believe that Iron Maiden is an extremely talented, creative, and entertaining 
band. Maiden is definitely one of the best (if not the best) metal bands ever.” 

— Christian West, from Chapel Hill, NC, majoring in Philosophy 


If you have a Closet Favorite, send it to: The Famous Noise Editor, 134 East 500 


North, Provo, Utah 84606. Include what you like, why you can’t admit it, your name, 
hometown, and major. 


Atmospheric Pressure 
by Michael Ridd 


Producer John Leckie has preserved Verve’s 
spaced-out sound while preventing the self- 
f you’re looking for a dreamier sound indulgence that spoiled some of the singles. 
[= the current radio fare offers, Highlights of A Storm In Heaven include the 
check out the recent releases by swaggering rock of “Blue” and “Slide Away,” 
Ven etandiStoucveuBoth operate in a the haunting “Beautiful Mind” and, best of all, 
grunge-free zone, where atmosphere rules “Butterfly,” a disorienting hymn to chaos 


over velocity and aggression. theory. : 
Verve’s early singles sounded like a Slowdive have returned with their second 


pale cross between Chapterhouse and album Souvlaki. The band appears to have 


recent Talk Talk. However: their debut survived the media backlash against the 


album A Storm In Heaven presents the Shoegazing” scene with which they were _ 
band in a far more appealing way. identified in England. Souvlaki finds Slowdive 


Vocalist Richard Ashcroft. the man who _ Sticking with their gentle sound, although Neil 


inherited Mick Jagger's lips, has grown Halstead’s vocals are no longer a whisper 
Sere Candene while ihe band has buried within the mix, and the My Bloody 


developed its own distinctive combination Valentine-inspired ee nos a eae 
of aimless rhythms and urgent guitars. Bor Ga Pipe and. cre one. Contes, 


Flavors of the Week: 


The Tragically Hip - Fully Completely (MCA) 

Crunchy chords superimposed by meaty riffs. Southern, bluesy, modern, Canadian pop 
graced by the jangley chops reminisceint of ancient R.E.M. They’ ve found their own 
niche, and its only a matter of time before the masses find them. 


Eve’s Plum - Envy (550 Music/Epic) 
Named after Eve Plum, a.k.a. Jan Brady of the infamous T.V. series, this band com- 
bines aggressive female Blondie-like vocals with melodic, overdriven pop. 


Judgement Night Soundtrack (Immortal Records/Epic) 

The loud and powerful tangles with the fresh and beat-driven—on perhaps the most 
innovative and prophetic soundtrack ever released. Helmet teams up with House of Pain, 
Teenage Fanclub with De La Soul, Living Colour with Run D.M.C., Biohazard with 
Onyx, Slayer with Ice-T, Faith No More with Boo- Yaa T.R.I.B.E., Sonic Youth with 
Cypress Hill, Mudhoney with Sir Mix-A-Lot, Dinosaur Jr. with Del The Funky 
Homosapien, Therapy? with Fatal, and Pearl Jam with Cypress Hill. This is the future on 
compact disc. Need I say more? 


ambient music pioneer Brian Eno adds 
interesting new textures to Slowdive’s 
sound with his electronics and treatments. 
The most intriguing track is “Souvlaki 
Space Station,” in which the band’s use of 
dub rhythms sounds not unlike the Orb. 
The rest of the tracks are typically 
beautiful, especially the single “Alison” 
and the ethereal “Machine Gun,” which 
features second vocalist Rachel Goswell. 

Verve and Slowdive will probably 
never become radio stars in the States— 
both seem a little out of place among 
groups like Alice In Chains and Stone 
Temple Pilots. However, fans of modern 
music looking for something beyond the 
MTV-friendly stuff should give them both 
a listen. 
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Cash or Check? 


by David Kimball 


hat is it about Provo that attracts door-to-door salespeople? 
Is it written in some guide that Provo is the Mecca of the 
hard sell? Each summer thousands of pilgrims flock to the 
city to religiously unload encyclopedias, travel kits, and discount 
books. They’re a scourge upon the land, and I don’t know how to get 
rid of them. 

I can almost empathize with their zeal. Like most of us, during my 
childhood I was exploited by various candy bar companies. Remem- 
ber the annual assemblies where a fat guy in a suit promised us wealth 
untold if we sold his $2 candy bar? I fell for it. You had to crank out 
this three-minute memorized monologue that you completely forgot if 
someone interrupted. You say it so fast that the only thing your 
neighbor heard was “Hi, my name is,” “World Famous,” “two 
dollars,” and “please.” After a while you start hitting someone else’s 
territory, and people 
shake their heads 
before you even 
explain about the 
Burger King coupon 
on the wrapper. I 
couldn’t take the 
pressure, so I 
usually settled for a 
T-shirt or a Frisbec. 

Who could compete 

with Timmy Jacobs 

who sold 5,000 

candy bars in 

Albertson’s parking 

lot? This is the kid 

that would knock 

doors until dark and 

then his parents 

would take him out 

of the county so he 

could find fresh 

victims. 
Unfortu- | 


nately, Timmy and 
others like him hit 
puberty and traded 
in their candy bars for cologne. They lose their childhood charm and 
shyness, and turn into slick salespeople who won't go away until you 
give them $20. I know people who have quit school and moved to Salt 
Lake to get rich selling Xefolope “that really smells like Obsession for 
$30 cheaper.” These are the same people who address you as “hey 
guy” or “say, you look like an intelligent person.” Whatever is sold, 
it’s always the same—thcey are representing some troubled youth 
shelter that will take all the kids to Trafalga if they make enough 
moncy. So, if you don’t fork out ten dollars, you're basically respon- 
sible for keeping troubled youth on the streets. Trafalga is a memory 
and you're heartless. 

Two days ago I was cornered by two magazine salesmen, who. if / 
would buy an expensive magazine at a considerable discount, would 
win a trip to the Bahamas. Is this supposed to motivate me? There are 
troubled youth going without miniature golf, and these guys want me 
to help finance their tropical tans? They just wouldn't leave; Eric and 
John shmoozed from the moment I opened the door. I tried, “No 
thanks.” What, don't you like getting a bargain? | don't care what you 
say, they have an answer for you. You can’t just say no because at 
cologne and magazine school they teagh you about twelve comebacks 
for that one. I used to try,“I don’t have any money now.” You can just 
write a check! Well thanks! Why didn’t I think of that?! Do these 
people understand the banking system? My bank gets considerably 
angry when I write checks without money. Maybe this confusion with 
moncy keeps them selling on the streets. Pm running out of money 
and ideas. There’s always,“ have a gun behind the door, and Pm 
within my legal rights to use it.” You break it vou buy it! 

Companies have this down to a science. How can you deny the 
brilliance of the candy corporation that sells “the only turtles guaran- 
teed not to bite you When you bite them.” It’s not just coincidence that 
your neighbor just bought the most expensive item on the list. I bet 
your neighbor isn’ teven home, You can’t avoid the blitz. Companies 
train-their sellers to look like your home teachers. They know when 


you're expecting somebody else so you Il be reluctant to ignore their 
knocking. They come in the middle of Seinfeld just to catch you off 
guard. Who expects other people to be out during Seinfeld? 

There's nothing you can do about i, Who kKnows—miaybe you ll 
We sure love ours 


want a crayon doodle table cloth And if you see 


ic and John, tell them to send me a postcard from Nassau 
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Trop 


1. Bazooka gum 
2. 4-square 

3. experimental vegetarians 
4. VW buses 

5. danger 

6. cream soda 


Bottom Ten 


right-side justification, old flames marrying dorks, computer viruses, garlic taffy, 
outburts of jealous rage, Bill and Melvin, lost drumsticks, paisley ties, Return of the 
Dirty Dozen, classes in the SFLC, only having ten items in the bottom ten 


“Twenrnty 


7. wax sculptures 
8. The Cartoon Network 
9. crossbows 

10. Barbie 

11. Ewoks 

12. free trade 

13. sidewalk chalk 


14, parachute pant 

15. infield fly rule 

16. ginseng : 

17, “Play Naked” 
Calvin shirts 

18. Beastie Boys 
revival 

19. white lies : 

20. The Jerky Boys 


Dreadless Wedlock 


by Julia Ford Tollstrup 


h, marriage. That wonderful institution, the pinnacle of achievement, the blessed event, the 
crowning glory that we all come to BYU hoping to gain. If only that were true. But alas, it is a 
sad state of affairs that the idea of marriage is met with scorn and contempt these days. I’m not 

sure how marriage came to be seen in such a negative light, maybe it’s because of the lack of knowledge 
of all the wonderful advantages of marriage. Let me tell you some of the advantageous reasons I have 


found for marriage. 


The first benefit of marriage is being able to sleep with someone. I’m not talking about sex (I'll get to 
that later) but about having someone to warm the bed. With the long cold winter nights that we have here — 
in Utah you need someone to keep your feet warm at night. There’s something about putting your icy 
cold feet on someone else’s warm body that just makes you feel good. This is only a benefit to those. a 


whose spouses don’t object to cold feet. 

Moving on to some more advantages of marriage. You can cut down on your utility bills. a may be 
wondering how this is possible. First of all, since you are married, you can shower together, thus 
eliminating one hot shower and cutting your water bill in half. This theory can also be applied towards 
halving your heating bill. Just snuggle under a blanket with your spouse to keep warm. And since you 
don’t have any roommates you won’t have to worry about them turning you in to Standards for PDA. 

This leads me to another advantage of marriage: The Ecclesiastical Endorsement. Just participate in 
some subtle PDA while your bishop is aware (holding hands during sacrament, tearful goodbyes before 


Relief Society and Priesthood and testimonies about how celestial your spouse.is) and then when... 
endorsement time comes around the bishop will announce that the ward clerk is sending in endorsements => | 


for all those that sign up on the sheet outside of his office. The bishop will only talk to those that show 
signs of marital discord, hence the reason for the PDA. 


One of the best reasons for 
marriage is that you can share 
responsibility (or blame) with 
someone else. If you forget to 
send in a payment and the credit 
agency calls you can say 
something along the lines of, 
“My spouse is in charge of 
finances this month (or week or 
year depending on how you split 
the chores in your marriage) and 
I will pass this message on to 
him (or her).”” Adjust the 
wording a little and you can use 
this line for anything from 
explaining a dirty house when 
surprise guests arrive to why you 
are wearing the same outfit three 
days in a row when you forget to 
do the laundry. Along the lines 
of laundry, your wardrobe — 
doubles when you get married. 
This applies to both men and 
women if you are approximately 
the same size. 

Sex: it’s one of the more fun 
reasons to get married. What 
else can T say? 

As you can see there are 
many advantages to marriage. I 
could go on and on. For me Tve 
finally found someone who has 
worse morning breath than I do. 
Thave also found someone who 
shares my weird sense of humor. 
Thave someone that I can tell 
dirty jokes to and he won't 
lecture meon. virtue. (My 
husband has been known to tell a 
few also.) And T found: someone 
who understands why TP think 
Twinkies are.an aphrodisiac. So 
vo ahead: try it, You might tind 


that you actually like marriage 
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I had a jarring experience today. I went to the HFAC to pick 
up my ID card for my new job at KBYU and saw a strange face 
looking back at me from the plastic laminated pass. Who was 
this man? He had my basic facial features, but instead of my 
head of short-straight hair, this guy had wavy hair that Gabe 
Kaplan (Welcome Back, Kotter) would have envied. Worse than 
that, the hair in the back was longer and winged out on the ends 
in a most unattractive fashion. The receptionist assured me that 
this was definitely my picture and offered me a Kleenex. 

__ I studied the photo closely to discern what cruel trick of 
photography caused this to happen. Inspection revealed that 
shadows on the back wall of the photo studio blended in with 

_ my dark hair and caused me my grief. Many of you may be 

- saying, “Oh Matt, why are you so worried about having a card 
with your name on it and an inaccurate photo? Last year, you 
had’a drawing above your column that looked nothing like you, 
and it’s physically impossible for this year’s caricature to be 
all that accurate.” (Exception: my left eyeball is three times the 

~ size of my right.) There’s good reason for my agony. Those 

_ other bogus drawings of me look stupid, which isn’t all that far 
_ from the truth, but my new ID photo makes me look like ’'m 
from (gasp!) Utah. 
; Years ago, this sort of thing may not have bothered me, but 

_ T’mcurrently undergoing a crisis of identity. My parents 

_ recently moved from my home state of New York to the barren 

| | Wastéland of Arizona. Before I get wads of hate-mail from 

residents of the Grand Canyon State, I should note that, to its 

credit, Arizona has more Pizza Huts than any other wasteland I 

have ever visited. Oh, I love Arizona. Who wouldn’t love the 

place that practically invented “desert landscape?” For those of 
you from places where plants actually grow, desert landscape is 

a type of landscaping that requires no water: gravel. That’s 

right, people now are putting colorful gravel in their front yards 


My point is, there’s no need for Arizona lovers to write me 
nasty letters telling stories. of how their uncles got mugged the 
last time they visited New York City. I'll give the $20 back 
soon, I promise. _ : 

Anyway, my parents moved to Mesa, Arizona (Motto: It’s 
not quite Utah, but we’re working on it) and I am officially 
without a homeland. Three states could now qualify. New York, 
the sentimental choice, is fading fast. My family is gone and all 
that really tics me to the state now is a New York State drivers 
license and checking account. I’ve only been to Arizona once, 
but the license plate on my car comes from there. This has 
caused me to be quite self-conscious; every time I drive, I 
imagine all the other drivers saying, “oh, look at that person 
from Arizona,” or “don’t park next to that guy from Arizona,” 
or “Ict’s beat up that driver from Arizona.” I put a University of 
Rochester decal on the back of my car, but I don’t think 
anyone’s believing it. 

That leaves the state of Utah. For the past three years, I have 
spent the majority of my time here and could probably qualify 
for residency by now. This has concerned me a great deal and I 
have tricd to “flip off’ more people to counteract the large 
doses of niceness that scep into you after spending time here. I 
fear it’s not working and soon a large delegation of state 
officials will appear at my home declaring that Iam officially 
from Utah. They will drag me out of my room and make me go 
to the Department of Motor Vehicles to get a Utah drivers 
license. Afterwards, they will take me toa “Welcome to the 
State” banquet and smother me with niceness. The evening 
would end with the announcement that I had been officially 
adopted by the “city” of Santaquin, who chose me exclusively 
on the merits of my hair in the KBYU ID photo. 

This hasnt happened yet, so Tam still left with the vexing 
questions of "Who am 1? Where did | come from?” and “Where 
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am J] going?” These are questions not easily answered, so until I 
can officially declare a homeland I think Pll start telling people 


I'm trom Bucksnort, Tennessee. Ihave no idea why. 


instead of grass (“son, have you raked out the front yard yet?”). 


| “Hitchhike" cont. on pg. 12 


Hitchhiking to 
Sunstone 


by Farrell Lines 


Editors note: Farrell is 
SR’s faithful New York 
correspondent. He submitted 
the following after seeing 
several articles on the Salt 
Lake Suntone Symposium in 
our August issue. 


LOOking for 
‘Something 
SPECIAL... 


t really shouldn’t have 

taken seven rides, but 

whoever would have 
known that hitchhiking on 
New Jersey Interstates is 
illegal? Then again, Officer 
Winkler certainly knew. 
He’s the one who first 
explained the law to me as 
he frisked me against the 
back of his car. But I really 
shouldn’t get ahead of 
myself. 

The 1993 Washington 
D.C. Sunstone Symposium 
coincided perfectly with 
spring break this year. For 
several months I had been 
anticipating my trip and 
hoping for good weather. I 
was in luck. The sun burned 
gorgeously as I stood at the 
entrance of the Lincoln 
tunnel, holding a cardboard — 
sign that read “SPRING ¥ i" e 
BREAK!!! WASH. D.C. 1. Do you need extra money? 

PLEASE.” I was dressed a a 
little warm for such a 2. 
sensational March after- 

noon, but I thought I’d have 

a better chance of getting a 

ride by wearing a Columbia 
sweatshirt and a baseball cap 

to hide my long hair. I 

wanted to look as utterly 
non-threatening as possible. 


OOR... Just 

The FINEST 
In 2nd Hand 
APPAREL ? 


If ‘Y’, continue 
If ‘N’, stop reading 


On a scale of one to five, with one meaning "not at all", and 


five meaning "very much", please rate how well you agree with 
the following statements: 


Cy eee would enjoy sweating over hot fries in splattering, 
boiling oil all day. : 


ay ein 3. See 


ber would enjoy waking up at insanely early hours of the 
morning to clean toilets. 


1). 23> 4 5 


Standing there I thought I c) I find handling other peoples dishes keenly 
3 interesting. 
looked pretty respectable bee Seay eh 


and to be perfectly honest, I 
was feeling pretty damn 
good, too. 

Undoubtebly, that was 
the reason why the police 
turned on their siren and 
started yelling directions at 4 
me over the loudspeakcr. I 
was to put down my sign 
and walk towards them. 
When I had done so, 
Officers Stott and Walker 
(not to be confused with: 
Winkler) asked me what I 
was doing. Apparently it’s 
illegal to hitchhike any- 
where in New York City. 
However, Officer Stott i ’ Ose 
mentioned that if I went : : Pye 
around the corner where : 
they could no longer sce my 
extended thumb (wink, 
wink), what could they do? 

I followed their winks 
around the corner and held 


da) I am envious of those snazzy blue vests worn by BYU 
leaf-rakers. 


ae ates ae - 5 
3. Do you enjoy talking on the phone? 
Y N 


- Would you like to get paid to talk on the phone and keep 
abreast of current public opinion? 


Y¥ ON 


5. Would you like to be paid to conduct surveys like this on the 
Phone with interesting people? 


SiN, a one If ‘Y’ then come down to Western 


Wats for’an interview after 5:30pm 
Monday through Friday at: 
We pay better than other jobs. 


290 West Center Street 
Provo 


4A 


up the sign again. 

My first ride, a New 
York fireman on his way 
home to Jersey, was only 
going ten miles or so. But at 


least he could get me across 


Ne. 
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Cowboys Are My Weakness 


book review by Dave Seiter 


stories by Pam Houston has received a lot of 

attention and came highly recommended by friends 
who know good literature, I chose to look the other way. 
When I could no longer ignore it, I scoffed at it—simply 
because of the title. You see, I harbor a passionate disdain 
for belt buckles big enough to eat your dinner off of, and 
with country music gaining more and more popularity, I 
couldn’t risk contributing to this fledging American sub- 
culture. But eventually, in a fit of weakness (I’m a sucker 
for books), I broke down and bought it. And you know 
what they say: “Don’t judge a book by its cover.” Well, I 
learned my lesson the hard way. Despite its title, Cowboys 
Are My Weakness is a solid collection of straightforward 
and very engaging stories to which even those who don’t 
appreciate John Wayne Americana can relate. 

Pam Houston—who, incidentally, is currently working 
on her Ph.D. in creative writing at the University of Utah, 
and— though originally from New Jersey— includes 
several references to Utah in her stories, has developed a 
fairly formulaic style. All her stories contain stock 
elements and follow a similar pattern. You can count on 
the introduction of an attractive male (usually of the 
rugged, hunter type) by the second paragraph and 


[oer this nationally best-selling collection of short 


references to nature, dogs, and sex often follow. However, 
that simple style becomes very effective when paired with 


’ Houston’s contemporary delivery. 


All of the stories are narrated in the first person and 
include frequent, honest introspection. These consistencies 
and more than coincidental parallels between the stories 
are strong evidence that Houston’s stories may be far more 
autobiographical than those of most writers. When 
questioned about it, she replies, “They are somewhat 
autobiographical. All fiction is. I draw heavily on my life 
experiences but ultimately I am in the service of the story.” 

Most of the stories are situated in the western United 
States, and deal with such common and worn-out themes 
as love and death. But Houston treats her subjects with a 
freshness and clarity that is hard to come by—if by no 
other virtue than her frank, feminine perspective. If her 
themes are everyday, the river running, Alaskan sheep 
hunting, and other adventures that carry them are not. 
Some of the collection’s most memorable moments are 
dramatic and life-threatening episodes in an unpredictable 
and unforgiving wilderness. Yet somehow Houston 
maintains a serenity under the confusion and frustration of 
her characters—a helpless but ‘I'll be all right’ kind of 
confidence. 

Though many of the stories are centered around such 
outdoorsy high adventure, the gem of the collection is “In 
My Next Life,” the last story in the book. It treats breast 


TREES 


ta'o¢ 


cancer, lesbianism and mysticism in an open and matter- 
of-fact way. Houston’s take-it-or-leave-it presentation 
remains shy of the soap box while (perhaps inadvertently) 
promoting simple understanding. 

Houston has been touted by more than one critic as a 
female Hemingway. The reading is light and uncompli- 
cated, soliciting more feeling than interpretation. By 
illuminating some of the nuances of our existence which 
we Often find difficult to articulate, Houston’s stories . 
provide a valuable literary experience. Ultimately, the 
collection is very enjoyable and worthwhile. Though ’m 
sure I still underappreciate American cowboy culture 
(which these stories really don’t concern), I thoroughly 
appreciate Cowboys Are My Weakness . 


(In addition to her doctoral work, Pam Houston is 
currently finishing a novel, editing a collection of fiction, 
non-fiction, and poetry tentatively entitled Women On 
Hunting , and is a contributing editor and writer for 
numerous magazines including Ski, Elle, Mirabella, and 

House & Garden.) 
Ag te TeleC. uss: 


that matter, anywhere else but at 
Atticus Books, located across from © 
University Mall at 1132 South State 
Street in Orem. There isn’t a finer 
bookstore in all of Utah County. 


Don’t buy this book, or any book f 


My Dad’s Inferiority Complex 


eo © 8 oe 


My dad grew up on the mean streets of Butte, Montana— 
(We didn’t know how easy we had it, my sisters and I), 
And he saw his real father only a handful of times. 

When my dad was three, Papa Eric changed my dad’s name 
Because he hated the sissy name Grandma Rita gave him. 
When my dad was five, (this was during the Depression, remember), 
Papa Eric got canned by the factory. 

So he came home for good (turned out to be one week). 

He left when Grandma Rita wouldn’t let his “friend” 

Pop her fourth human balloon with a knitting needle. 

So my dad was a bastard; he didn’t mind. 

None of his friends had dads either. 

For all they knew, his dad had died in the war, too. 

At least he wasn’t as stupid as the neighbor who blew 

His hand off with a homemade bottle rocket. 


Cash AAs 


We wil buy your old clothes or trade you’ 
for our new ones. 
st ien a Ti Guess, Gotcha, Hang 
SOLS F Ten, Rusty, and Polo. 
New & Used 


Fortune Tellers 


fl SEL STORE FOR DETAILS 
Ee SS GS aaa 


_.. 156N. University Ave, 10-12:00 Midnight 


BUY 2 SS JEANS GET 38RD 
BREE! 


She emerges from the dimly-lit interior of her variegated tent, 
Amidst carnival neon and livestock, and offers to tell me my future. 
The charge is my hourly wage, hard money to part with, 

But I have always been easily persuaded. I will have 

No shortage of admirers, she whispers. And although 

I don’t know it, the man I love is in love with me. 

With these words, she points to my companion. 


I don’t have the courage to tell her he’s my. brother. 
* 20090 OO oct 3 


I have another fortune, which cost me nothing, 

Tucked away in a drawer, or pressed into a book, 

Told by an ancient man in a three-piece suit to a 13 year old 
Who bears little resemblance to the woman I am today. 

And alone at night, when the dark fills me with longing, 

And when the promise, “In His Due Time” seems a distant as 
The seconds greeting the sunrise, 


Both fortunes ring equally false. 


by Lori Maybee 
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How I Got to 


by ADTEEF 


Preface: Now and thenI come acrossa . 


gem from my past: some artifact of preteen 
love or poem I wrote for my dog. You 


' know, that genre of juvenile literature. 


The other day my anonymous-due-to- 
extreme-embarrassment-friend (ADTEEF) 
and I found her own masterpiece. Keep in 
mind that it was written as a “tall-tale” for 
an eighth grade class. If you look in your 
bottom drawer, you'll find something like 
this, too. We want it. 


Jenn Burrill, managing editor 


ne fine day I sat in my lavishly 
O furnished bedroom with my silk, 
handmade nightgown still on. I 
was crying with my face buried in my one- 


* thousand dollar pillow. 


“T wish I didn’t live here in this dumb 
mansion!” 

I looked around my bedroom. Every- 
thing in it was from France, Switzerland, 
China, or someplace like that. They were 
the finest in the world. Everything was 
handmade, hand spun, or handwoven. My 
very bed, with a solid gold frame and giant 
pearls for bedposts, cost my loving father 
one-million dollars. That was just the bed! 
No telling what my warehouse full of satin, 


handmade sheets, my handmade silk and 


Trish Lace bedspreads, and my year supply 
of mattresses from Asia cost! 

My curtains only cost about ten- 
thousand dollars or so. My dad was pretty 
upset because they were so cheap, but I 
thought they were cute! 

My bedroom was as big as a giant four- 
story house. I had my own soda fountain, 
music center, library, gym, swimming pool, 
tennis and racquetball courts, track, 
basketball courts, kitchen, and auditorium 
where singers, actors, and movie stars came 
to perform just for me. 

My bathroom was pretty. I had my own 
ivory sunken tub with solid gold handles 
and pearls, a big whirlpool, sauna, silver 
and ivory shower, plants, big windows 
overlooking the beautiful coast of Carmel, 
and anything else you could imagine. 

I never did see the rest of my house. 
Our family of eight kids met every Monday 


at our yachts, but it was hard to see them 
any other time because our house was as 
big as the Empire State Building (all spread 
out). 

We had every car ever made in our 
garage. We had 20 Rolls Royces, fifteen 
Mercedez Benz, and fifteen turbo porches 
[sic] to top them all off. Since we had so 
many cars, we had about one-thousand 
different schoffers 
[sic]. I got to meet a (4 
lot of new people that 


way! as heavy as a house 
Wejened one DE didn’ t understand either.) 
school for every child : 
in our family. I was 
the only child who 


went there. The teachers were the best in 
the world, and very nice, but I was begin- 
ning to get very lonely. 

That thought started me crying again. 

“T wish I could go to public school,” I 
sobbed. “I feel so-o-0-0 lonely!” 

Then I heard a crash of thunder and saw 
a bolt of lightning. A thundering voice 
boomed, “T will be your friend!” 

“Uh, who-who are you?” I asked, as I 
trembled uncontrolably. 

“Why, it’s me, little Lollie!” the voice 
boomed again. 

“Who? Whe-where are you?” I asked, 


“Response” from page 4 


questions can have on a student’s educational development, I propose two hypotheticals: 


Hypothetical #1 - Alex Hamilton completed his undergraduate political science degree at BYU. From there, he 
was accepted to Harvard Law School to continue pursuing his interests in constitutional law. Early in the first 
semester, one of his professors raised the idea that some of the principles in the Constitution were grounded in 
common societal prejudices. Most students agreed that some of the racism and sexism prevalent at the time made 
its way into the document. Alex perceived things differently. He proposed to the class that the Constitution was 
inspired of God and that it was equal to scripture. Therefore, he was adamant that no such “mortal” prejudices 
could exist in the document. His lack of exposure to non-Mormon constitutional theory significantly impaired his 


performance in the class. 


Hypothetical #2 - Jane Madison finished her undergraduate work in History at BYU. While doing postgraduate 
work in anthropology at UC Berkeley, her professor discussed the nature of artifacts dating around 25,000 BC. 
“Wait a minute,” Jane thought, “isn’t the world only 6,000 years old?” This limited perspective prevented her 


assimilation of data necessary for adequate performance in her field. 


These hypothetical cases demonstrate the effect that over-reliance on religious foundations can have on a 
student. Clearly, “mortal” factors did enter into the creation of the Constitution. And any thinking person has 
accepted the fact that the world is older than 6,000 years (at least as mortals measure time). Here, it is important to 
note that religion is only potentially limiting in the classroom. In everyday life, it is not only appropriate, but 
~ necessary to maintain a theological perspective. Most of us believe that. I am not attempting to refute the 
importance of studying the Gospel. Nor am I proposing complete abandonment of religious references in non- 
religious classes. That would undermine the principles upon which BYU was founded. I am, however, advocating 
that it be kept to a minimum in secular curricula. Religion courses (which we are all required to take) are the proper 


forum for the discussion of LDS. theology. 


It is important to realize that although religion is a very important facet of learning here at BYU, it is not the 
end-all of education. At another institution, our religious beliefs are simply not acceptable as explanations of 


I tried to pick her up but she was 


pretty scared. 

“T’m down here. Hey! Watch that big 
toe! I can’t be your friend if you step on 
me.” As she said it another lightning flash 
came and after that, an earthquake. 

I looked down and there was the cutest, 
tiniest girl ’'d ever seen. She was about as 
big as my thumb. She had little blonde, 
curly locks, the bluest eyes, the pinkest, 
rosiest cheeks, and 
she wore a little satin 
pink gown with 
teeny, tiny pearl 
slippers. 

“Well, please 

99 don’t stare at me! 
Could you pick me 
up, please?” she 
asked as another tremor occurred. 
I tried to pick her up, but she was as 


(Don’t worry, I 


. heavy as a house! She jumped on my lap 


instead. She didn’t break my legs or my 
bed. She said it was because of her 
magical powers. (Don’t worry, I didn’t 
understand either!) 

Then she wiggled her tiny finger. I put 


my hands over my ears, but the thunder and 


lightning came anyway, along with hail as 
big as basketballs. I looked out of my 
gorgeous window and the calm, beautiful 


[Line MEN —7 


carmel [sic] coastline was working up a 
nice tidal wave. Then I was suddenly 
dressed. My hair was even done in the 
latest style! 

“Thanks! Wait a minute! How did you 
do that?” I asked, kind of confused. 

“I’m magic!” 

“You are? Hey do you think we could 
convince my parents to let me go to public 
school?” 

That night, after a very fun trip to 
Switzerland, on a magic carpet, we figured 
out,@ plan. It would take place early in the 
morning. 

The next morning Lollie stopped time 
and we traveled all around the world. 

After the delightful trip we came back 
and got ready for the plan. I was so exited! 
Public school would be so special! 

Lollie snapped herself into my parents’ 
room, causing three, five point seven [sic] 


- earthquakes and another beginning of a 


tidal wave. This was getting pretty 
dangerous! 

First she made soft bells ring in my 
mother’s ears. (Quite a change for Lollie!) 
They were magic bells that woke her up 
partially. She made herself sound like my 
mother’s conscience and then she got into 
her ear. 

“Emma,” she whispered, “This is your 
conscience, how could you let your 
daughter suffer like this?” She went on, 


' “She doesn’t have any friends besides those 


teachers. Let her go to public school, this 
very day, or you will be sorry!” 
At the same time she made my dear 
father dream terrible dreams about me. 
She snapped her fingers one more time 
and were four more tremors, a 
thunder, lightning, and hail. This 
ie them up. 
“T think we better send Julie to public 
school, dear,” said my mother. 
So, whenever you hear thunder and 
lightning, feel earthquakes, and see 
tornados or hail, watch your big toe! 


THE END 


the Kreg Saree) ¢ 
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natural phenomena. This is not to say that the Gospel does not fully explain the origins and purposes of mankind— 


belongs. 


which it does. I am simply trying to illustrate that using our religion as a “cop-out” to answer every scientific and 
philosophical question does a great disservice to those students who plan to continue their education elsewhere. So 
for the sake of those of us who have postgraduate goals outside this university, please keep relrgion where it 
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Before the Beginning | 


Or Why God Started Making Things 
Chris McClellan 


n the beginning God was retired. It was alright for 
I a while, but soon got very boring, which is 
probably good because otherwise it is highly 

unlikely that anything would have happened in the 
way of a creation or whatnot and none of us would be 
here to even have a chance to wonder about it. He had 
decided to celebrate his first day of retirement by 
sleeping in late, very late, maybe one or two in the 
afternoon, and then, he had decided, when he couldn’t 
possibly stay in bed a minute longer, he would get up, 
and go into the kitchen in his pajamas, and make 
himself a large stack of peanut butter and jelly 
pancakes and at least a quart of chocolate Quick, and 
take it all into the living room and sit down on the 
couch and watch cartoons. He had only ever actually 
seen afternoon cartoons once before, when he had had 
bronchitis and a 103 degree temperature and had lain 
on the couch for a week, too sick to do anything except 
flick the channel changer. He remembered them as 
being vastly entertaining, even if somewhat hazy and 
confusing. As he had been planning this day for some 
time, he had purchased a TV Guide, and got the 
neighbor boy go through it for him and circle all the 
good cartoons. 

God wasn’t lazy by nature. In fact, God was quite 


industrious, a sharp and resourceful man who had a a whiff of the hot pungent smell that told him peanut butter 
tendency to go to work early, and then stay after and mind —_ was melting on pancakes. 
the details. He would usually get so involved in what he “I’m sorry dear,” said his wife when she saw him. As 
was doing, that his wife would have to call him around soon as she had remembered what today was, which was 
about eight and remind him to come home. Sometimes she _ right after he got in the shower, she had gone into the 
would call again about eleven, but that wasn’t necessary kitchen and started mixing up pancake batter. She didn’t 
very often. That is probably why it seemed so very particularly mind pancakes—she never made them because 
important to him to take this one day and absolutely waste _it took too long and mornings were always so rushed 
it. anyway—but just even the thought of peanut butter on 

His wife, though, had somchow forgotten that this them was enough to make her nauseous. God was a 
particular Monday was any different than the previous wonderful man, a patient husband and sensitive father, but 
2,157 Mondays of their married life, and at precisely 5:03 his taste just appalled her sometimes. His tie collection 
AM she woke up and turned the light on, then rolled over sometimes gave her nightmares. God sat down and ate his 
and shook him awake. Old habits die hard, and God had pancakes, thinking gloomily that the first cartoon the 
polished his shoes and showered and was halfway through —_ neighbor boy had circled wasn’t going to be on for another 
shaving before he remembered that Ke was indeed retired, seven hours. Meanwhile his wife sat there thinking about 
and that he didn’t have to do anything he had done so far ways to get him out of the house. She loved him dearly and 
that morning. He quickly shut off the razor and put his enjoyed being with him, but the only thing that bothered 


pajamas back on and climbed back into bed, but it was too her more than the thought of him dying young and leaving 
late; he was awake. “I might as well have gone into work” her alone, was the fear that he might stay around the house 
he mumbled as he scuffed into the kitchen. But he really after he retired and rearrange her cupboards. After all, she 
mightn’t as well have because just as he said so, he caught 


Editors’ Choice: 
Doctrines that make it worth all the effort 


You have got to learn how to be Gods yourselves, and to be kings and priests to God, the same as all Gods have done 
before you... Ido the things I saw my Father do when worlds came rolling into existence. My Father worked out His 
kingdom with fear and trembling, and I must do the same; and when I get my Kingdom, I shall present it to my Father, so 
that he may obtain kingdom upon kingdom, and it will exalt him in glory. He will then take a higher exaltation, and I will 
take his place, and thereby become exalted myself: .. God is thus glorified and exalted in the salvation and exaltation of 
all his children, 


—from Joseph Smith's King Follett Discourse 


Top Ten Mormon Myths of 
Guatemala City 


...from the Personal Collection of Lee Reay 


All prayers made by Latins are answered in dreams. 

All parts of the body must be immersed in baptism, but it need not be at the same time: 

Other churches may be attended mid-week as long as one attends the Mormon church 6n Sunday: 
You can drink coffee made from the shells of coffee beans. 


Ae wn— 


Coffee personally harvested and prepared may not be consumed, but the coffee purchased in brand-name 
bags is acceptable. 

6. A 16-year-old girl may bless the sacrament if no literate priesthood holder is present. 

7. Spanish currently is and will be commonly spoken in the Celestial Kingdom. 

8. If there is no water or a working bathroom in the chapel, church meetings must be cancelled. 

9. Garments need only be worn on Sundays. 

10.1f a baptism is not properly executed after 3 attempts. the person is unworthy to be baptized. 
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hadn’t retired, her life had to go on as normal. She had 
things to do, and if he didn’t have things to do she was 
sure he would drive her stark raving mad in a matter of 
a few days. 

She had bought him a beautiful set of . 

- monogrammed golf clubs. She heard from friends that 
the game was incredibly addicting to retired men, and 
she was secretly hoping to get God addicted, at least 
for a while so she could figure out how to work the 
transition between having him at work all the time, and 
having him at home. (She didn’t know it yet, but he 
had already given the clubs to a friend of his with the 
same initials. Even though it gave him an excuse to 
wear his favorite pair of plaid pants that his wife hated, 
without her having to be there accidentally trying to 
spill mustard or something on them, he didn’t see how 
golf was anything but a pointless waste of time, hitting 
a little ball, and then going and finding it and hitting it 
again.) x 

Unfortunately (or maybe fortunately, depending on 
your perspective) the local golf course wasn’t going to 
be opened for another couple of hours, and she needed 
something for him to do now. 

“Honey, why are these cupboards so disorganized? 
This is awful.” He was standing by the sink, where he 
had deposited his dishes, and was looking in the cupboards 
with this unmistakeable “aha! something to organize” look 

on his face. She leaped to her feet. 

“DON’T TOUCH!” she almost snarled, but caught 
herself. She felt panic welling up inside. She looked 
around frantically, and there it was, the door to his base- 
ment workshop. He never went in there because he was 
always too busy. But now, Now he had time to use those 
tools he had been accumulating for forever without 
touching them except to take them out of the box and 
organize them neatly. That was it! Her salvation. 

“Honey, you’ ve got some time on your hands for once,” 
she said sweetly, “Why don’t you go in your workshop and 
make something.” 

“NOW!” she almost added, but didn’t. 


Sa Us 


Note: For an incomplete, but still useful account of 
what God did and what became of it, and why he flooded 
his basement on purpose after letting little Noah use his. 
wood tools for a special project, see Genesis. >) u 


‘Music and the 
Broken Word” 


Tired of the same old songs every Sdbbath? Ask 
your ward chorister to try this new hiymn at your 
next Sunday School hymn practice. 


Who’s On The Lord’s Side? 
_ (Sung to “Who's On The Lord’s Side?” 
[OHB, 175; NHB, 260]) ss 


Who’s on the Lord’s side, who? 
There is:a way .to tell. 

We righteous don’t wear ee 
Wedon’t say “damn” oF “hell.” 


We all wear eecpie: suits. 
We all avoid loud tics. 

We speak in lowered tones . = 
And have such lovely wives. 


We're on the Lord’s side, we. 
The truth we must confess: — 
Just righteous men like us — ! 
Are blessed with such success: 


Selections trom Music and the Broken Word: 
Songs for Alternate Voices by Paul Toscano (Salt® 
Lake City: Signature Books, 1991). Reprinted by 
permission. z 
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Testimony MADLIBS!"™ 


by Joel Barber 
O-= so you want to avoid vain repetitions as instructed in 3 Nephi, but formulating fresh expressions A FRESH ALTERNATIVE TO THE COUGAREAT 


and original thoughts each month just takes too much time and effort. Never fear, for your buddies 
at SR now offer you this fast, fun, and easy way to beef up your standard delivery—testimony 
MADLIBS!™ First, have a friend. Next, have a friend quiz you for all the necessary words. Then, just slip 
_ each word into place and watch the fresh, original, and not to mention, impressive, material pile up. It’s great 
for all occasions (especially testimony meetings)—and never the same spiel twice! 
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1 Good brothers and sisters. As I was I 
I (time of day) I 
I there a few ates ago with inmy | 
| (-ing verb) (plural noun) : 
I stomach, wondering what I would say when I stood up, I remembered 
i 
something that I once heard say: ; Dell Fresks 
(important Mormon person) (long, corny, pointless joke) Eegrneingi ne . Bee eis 
Anyway, I would be indeed if I didn’t stand here oe oases 9 
= oe Muffins - Pies - & more! 
j you today and my testimony. Uh, I 
_ (preposition) (verb) 
didn’t want to get up here at first, but as I was in the back F eaturing 
; (-ing verb) 9 

; there I felt a in my and knew I had UrAH S FINEST 
i] (type of pain) (body part) m 

_qto get 


a ce eS oe ee, ee. ee eee) 
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') (direction) 
\ ‘For those of you who don’t know me, my name is rd 
: : (name of a Vice President) 
p . 
from and I live in Glenwood apartment number 
(a place) , 
' and even if I don’t know all of-you yet, I want you to 
“(a number) 
know how much I you; you are all just like one big 
adc ules Shi ee » 840 N. 700 E. Provo 
to me. Er, when I down on all your 40'N-7 : 
r (noun) (verb) d mon- thurs. 10am - midnite 
, smiling faces, it reminds me of just how fri. & sat. until 2am 
i oe J di : 
| adjective I 3 ; 2 
i om iben af ihe tie and for more info call 373 - 1525 
I (adjective) (noun) j 
| church. I especially want to thank I = 
I (adjective) (person in the room) Pers Syceiee Swen! S Cyclery 
I for all s/he has done for me. Even sometimes when I act a | SREY 
I ; (adverb) | 
I s/he is always there for me. ... sorry, I promised myself I 1! 
“ (nose sound) TH E S A L E 3 
wasn’t going to 
—< CONTINUES 
i Um, I also want to my parents; even though we don’t ! 
: (verb) : 4 
; ’ Call or come in for details. 

always get along, I still think they are totally .And I’m | 
i (hip superlative) i 
j thankful for my who is serving a in 4 
i i (relative) (noun) I 
I . [know s/he is doing what would 4 
| (obscure location) 3 (deity) fi 
| have him/her do, , again, I’m just so Aa | Provo « 187 W. Center © 374-5322 
i (monosyllabic stall) (adjective) I Orem ¢ 248 East 1300 South ° 222-9577 
I Isaythesethingsinthenameofcheeseandcrackersamen. l American Fork * 456 East State Rd. * 756-5014 
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Haircuts 
(Full Service $900 


Gua | Expires: 11/28/93 


Mon-Sat Call for Appointment ========- > 


313-4 


83 N. university Avenue’ | Exp 


es es es es ee ee ee 


If you would like something in - 
the calendar please call Jennifer at 
375-0585. The deadline for 
submitting calendar items is the 
Friday before the Wednesday you 


~ would like it to appear. 


THEATRE 

The Hasty Heart, Sept 30-Nov 
20, 8 pm MTHFS, Hale Center 
Theater, Orem, $4, $5, & $6, call 
226-8600. 

Cavalleria Rusticana & 
Pagliacci, Oct 1,3, 5,7 pm, 
Ambrose Church, 2000 S 2300 E, 
Salt Lake Opera Theater, $6 at 
door or call 521-8593. 

Charlie and the Chocolate 
Factory, till Nov 13, Saturdays at 
noon, Pages Lane Theatre, 292 E 
Pages Lane, Centerville, 298- 
1302. 

Woman In Mind, till Oct 9, Tu- 
Sat at 7:30 pm and Oct 4 at 4 pm, 
Margett’s Theatre, BYU, for 
tickets call 378-7447. 

Beast Must Eat, Oct 29-30 
(overnight), Halloween Murder 
Mystery Dinner Theatre, 
Snowbird, 521-6040 ext 4080 for 
info. 

1993-4 Pardoe Theatre Series, 
call 378-7447 for info and tickets, 
shows are 20-30 Oct: Rags; 11-27 
Nov: Alice in Wonderland; 10-26 
Feb: Merry Wives of Windsor; 24 
Mar-Apr 1: Of Mice & Men; 26 
May-June 4: Scapin; 21 July-Aug 
6: Philadelphia, Here I Come. 


THEATRE GUIDE 

Babcock Theatre, 300 S 
University, SLC, 581-6961. 
Children’s Keep Theater, 105 E 
100 N, Provo. 

City Rep, 638 S State St, SLC, 
532-6000. 

Egyptian Theatre, Main Street, 
Park City, 649-9371. 

Hale Center Theatre, 2801 S 
Main, SLC, 484-9257. 

Hale Center Theatre Orem, 225 
W 400 N, Orem, 226-8600. 
Pioneer Theatre Company, 
1340 E 300 S, SLC, 581-6961. 
Promised Valley Playhouse, 132 
S State St, SLC, 364-5696. 
Provo Town Square Theatre, 
100 N 100 W, Provo, 375-7300. 
Salt Lake Acting Company, 500 
N 168 W, SLC, 363-0525. 


MUSIC 

Benefit Concert for Women in 
Crisis Center, Sept 29, 7:30 pm, 
Vocal Point performing, $5, on 
the BYU Quad or if rain, East 
Ballroom, WILK. 

Gail Niwa, Sept 29, 7:30 pm, de 
Jong Concert Hall, BYU, award- 


winning pianist, call 378-4322 for 
tickets. 

The Mighty Mahoyhan, Sept 29, 
Mama’s Cafe, 373-1525. 

Choral Showcase, Sept 30, 7:30 
pm, de Jong Concert Hall, BYU, 
call 378-4322 for tickets. 

Dan Fogelberg in Concert, Oct 
1, Marriot Cen ter, $18 or $20 at 
door, 378-2981 or Smith’s Tix 1- 


800-888-TIXX. 


Robert Plant & The Baby 
Animals, Oct 1, 7:30 pm, Saltair, 
Smith’s Tix, 800-888-TIXX. 
Utah Symphony, Oct 1 & 2,8 
pm, Abravanel. Hall, $11 & $32, 
Symphony Box Office & Smith’s 
Tix, or student tickets $5 one 
week prior performances only, 
call 533-NOTE. 

Elaine Jorgensen, Oct 5, 7:30 
pm, de Jong Concert Hall, BYU, 
faculty flute recital, FREE. 

Bad Religion, Green Day, 
Seaweed, and Rancid, Oct. 13, 
6:00pm, State Fairpark Coliseum, 
$10, get tickets at Sonic Garden. 
Rich Dixon jazz and improv, 
Tuesdays, 8pm, Pier 54, Provo. 
Dr. Haji and the Blues Bandits 
and open jam, Wednesdays, 
8pm, Pier 54, Provo. 

Opera on Classical 89 FM, 
Wednesdays, 7 pm. 

Alternative Music, every 
Thursday, Bar & Grill, 533-0340. 
Mormon Tabernacle Choir 
rehearsals, Thursdays, 8:00-9:30 
p.m. 

Pocket Plaza Concerts, 
Saturdays on Main Street , Park 
City, 649-6100. 

Jazz Vespers, Sundays, First 
Unitarian Church, 600 S 1300 E, 
486-5729. 

Choir Broadcasts of “Music and 
the Spoken Word, Sundays, 
9:30-10:00 a.m, Temple Square. 
Please be seated by 9:15 a.m. 
Dead Goat Saloon, live music, 
165 S West Temple, SLC, 328- 
GOAT. 

Zephyr, live shows nightly, 301 
S West Temple, 355-CLUB. 
Tropicana Club, live Latin 
American music, 1130 E 2100S, 
SLC, 486-9559. 


CINEMA GUIDE 

Villa Theatre, 254 S Main, 
Springville, 489-3088. 
Academy Theatre, 56 N 
University Ave, 373-4470. 
Avalon Theatre, 3605 S State, 
SLC, 226-0258. 

Carillon Square Theatres, 224- 
5112. 

Cineplex Odeon University 4 
Cinemas, 224-6622. 
International Cinema, BY U, 
378-5751. 


“Hitchhike" from page 7 


the river and he knew exactly where I could get a mde the rest of the way. The 
fireman dropped me off at the tollbooth of Interstate 95 and wished me luck. 
Within a minute of holding up my sign I was surrounded by more sirens and 


flashing lights. 


This is where Officer Winkler (no relation to Henry, I asked) enters the 
story. To make it short, there was a lot of hollering, gesturing, frisking, and 
gnashing of teeth until I was finally seated comfortably in the back of a police 
cruiser. Wisked away from the sacred pavement of I-95 and then deposited on 

he secular concrete of residential Elizabeth, NJ, I was let off with a warming 


od an index finger pointing me South. 


An hour and two ndes later I made it to a highway on the edge of Eliza- 


ixth ride, a semi on its way to D.C., Hallelujah. Nothing else could go wrong. 
At first 1 couldn’t understand Mr. Johnson’s thick North Carolina accent. 
few minutes | began to piece together a few phrases and started to 
sense of t ‘the words “extra spending money, ” 
man. 


ut after a 


stron 


“truck tires,” 
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“Southbound 
” Something began to tell me that altruism was Su 


Scera Theatre, 745 S State, 


’ Orem, 235-2560. 


Tower Theatre, 875 E900 S, 
SLC, 359-9234. 

Varsity Theatre, BYU campus, 
378-3311. 


OTHER 

International Cinema, Sept 28- 
Oct 2: Forest of Bliss (Hindu), de 
Falla-When the Fire Burns (Span/ 
Eng), La Strada (Italian); Oct 5-9: 
Legends (Eng), Gates of Heaven 
(Eng), Rashoman (Jap), Wild 
Strawberries (Swedish); 250 
SWKT, call 378-5751 for 
showtimes. 

Arden Pope, Sept 29, 7:00pm, 
122 HRCB, speaking on health 
effects of air pollution for 
Ecoresponse, 374-8669 for info 
Eleventh Annual Health & 
Wellness Conference, Sept 30 & 
Oct 1, at BYU, call 378-4851 for 
more info. 

Varsity I (WILK), till Sept 30, 
Life with Mikey; call 378-3311 
for showtimes. 

Varsity II (SB AUD), call 378- 
3311 for details. 

Hawk Watch, Oct 2, 9:30 am, 
Snowbird, $15, 521-6040 ext 
4080 for info. 

Moral Perspectives on 
American Security Policy, Sept 
30 & Oct 1, symposium of LDS 
scholars, for more info call the 
BYU Kennedy Center @ 378- 
3377. 

Snowbird’s Oktoberfest, every 
weekend until Oct 24, 12-6 pm, 
Snowbird Event Center, FREE, 
call 521-6040 ext 4080 for more 
info. 

International Etruscan Art 
Exhibit, Oct 18-Apr 30, BYU Art 
Museum, tickets ($5 for students) 
go on sale Sept 13 for specific 
days/times, call 378-BYU1. 
Steam Train Retraces Oregon 
Trail, 1-6 day trips, Union 
Pacific, 355-5871. 

League of Utah Writers, 2nd 
Tuesday of every month, SLC 
Main Library, 6:45 pm, 467-2935. 
Intermountain Country Dance 
Association, a non-profit club 
providing info on lessons, dances, 
workshops, and conventions; for 
newsletter or info call Paul at 
966-4207 or RoLayne at 968- 
6981. 

KHQN Radio and Krishna 
Temple open house, Sundays, 6 
pm, includes mantra meditation, 
films, and a vegetarian feast, 798- 
3559 for directions to the temple 
in Spanish Fork. 

Johnny B’s Comedy Club, 65 N 
University Ave, Provo, 377-6910. 


Geneva Steel Plant Tours, 
MTuWF, 9:00 am & 1:00 pm, 
227-9240. 

Hansen Planetarium, 15 S State, 
SLC. Shows include Laser 
Beatles, Laser Bowie, Laser 
Zeppelin, Laser Rock, Laserlight 
IV and Laser Floyd. Info 538- 


— 2098. 


Readings of local women 
writers, Mondays, A Woman’s 
Place Bookstore, 1400 Foothill 
Drive #240, Foothill Village, 
SLC, FREE, call 583-6431. 
Women’s Self Defense, classes 
start in Sept, call Bihonte 
Association of Martial Arts, 263- 
4007. 

Pueblo Nuestro South American 
Folklore Group, open rehearsals 
from Ogden to Price, all 
interested are welcome, for 
meeting time and place call Dave 
Sonntag, 773-7104. 

Group Percussion Classes, 
instructor Mark Chaney, classes 
held at Round Door Gallery, 105 
N 400 W Ste., 6, for registration 
and info call 264-8898 or 484- 
0234. 

Swiss Chorus Edelweiss, singing 
& yodeling, recruiting new 
members, call 272-2944. 


The SLC Library System, 


volunteers needed, contact - 
Personnel at Main Library, 524- 
8200. 

Rape Crisis Center, male and 
female volunteers needed, 2035 S 


. 1300 E, SLC, 467-7273. 


Utility Assistance Program, 
American Red Cross needs 
volunteers-to provide one-time 
assistance in paying utility bills 
for qualified individuals; 
volunteers will answer phone 
inquiries and do case work; 
contact Virginia Lopez at the Red 
Cross, 467-7339. 

Canyonlands Field Institute, 
programs for all ages and 
interests, write CFI, P.O. Box 68, 
Moab, Ut 84532, or call 259- 
7750. 


USEFUL TELEPHONE 
NUMBERS 

AIDS Hotline, 1800-AIDS-411. 
Air Quality Hotline, 373-9560. 
Alcoholics Anonymous, 375- 
8620. 

American Cancer Society Gifts 
Program, 800-ACS-2345. 
Ask-A-Nurse, 377-8488. 

Big Springs Riding Stable, 225- 
8589. 

Boating Info for State Park 
waters, 538-7221. 

BYU INFO, 378-INFO. 


Camping at Utah State Parks, 
322-3770 or 800-322-3700. 
Cancer Information Service, } 
800-4-CANCER. 

Center for Women and Chil- 
dren in Crisis, 374-9351. 
Concert Hotline, 536-1234. 
Current Sky Info, 532-STAR. 
Dial-A-Story, 379-6675. 
Governor, 538-1000. 

Help Stop Poaching Hotline, 
800-662-3337. 

LDS Social Services, 378-7620. 
Mama’s Cafe, 373-1525. i 
Peace Corps Recruiting Office, 
581-5100. : 
People Who Care, family and 
friends of homosexuals, 373- 
5980. 

Pet Placement, 467-3735. 

Red Butte Arboretum Hotline, 
581-4747. 
Reserve a Park Pavillion, 379- 
Sierra Club Hotline, latest 
national environmental news, 
202-547-5550. 

Smith’s Tix, 800-888-TIXX. 
Student Review Office, 377- 
2980. : 
Time and Temperature, 373- 
9120. 

Uinta National Forest, 377- 
5780. 

United Way, volunteer 
opportunites, 374-6400. 

UTA, 375-4636. 

Utah Birdline, 538-4730. 

Utah Bureau of Air Quality, 
536-4000. 

Utah Caring Program for 
Children, 481-6615. 


Utah Tenants United, 359-2 


Utah Tourism and Recreati phe 
538-1030. - 
Utahns Against Hunges, 328- 
2561. 

White House, 202-456-1414. 
Wildflower Hotline, 581-4747. 
YWCA Programs, 355-2804. 


EDITOR’S PICK 

Not to miss but playing 
TONIGHT is Vocal Point—the 
nine-member all-male acapella 
group—who will be performing 

as part of a benefit concert for the 
Women & Children in Cnsis 
Center. The Center is raising 
money to buy emergency clothing 
for victims of rape who must _ 
reliriguish theirs as evidence when 
admitted to the hospital. The 
concert starts at 7:30 pm, costs 

$5, and will be located on the 
BYU Quad unless it rains (if so, 
East Ballroom, WILK). Come 
support a good cause and plan to 
be uniquely and highly enter- 
tained! 


not his only reason for picking me up. He wanted to know if I was a student who 


could use a little extra cash. He had seen several tires lying along the highway on - 
his tip North, and he needed someone to pick them up for him o on the way back 
South. It should only take a minute. 


After I picked up the eighth tire ten miles and over an hour later I told him I 


really didn’t care about the money and I had to get going. He stared sharply at me 
and then silently shut the back of the rig. As we pulled into Baltimore he decided 
that he was going to stay the night there, so] thanked Mr. Johnson for his help and 
hopped off. At 10:45 pm I managed to get what would be my last nde for the 
remaining 40 miles into D.C. with a couple and their ‘78 station wagon. 


The Symposium was worth every spare tire 1 had to haul. My two favorite 


o 


sessions were the literary readings by Neal Chandler, Eugene England, Karl 
Another hour of holding my sign and I eased myself up onto the seat of my Sandberg and Levi Peterson, and David Knowlton’s paper on Spirituality and 
Cultural Difference. A good speaker, wrote John Milton, enters the soul of ae 
listeners. Dave Knowlton confirmed that fact. 
{ don’t plan to hitchhike to Sunstone next year, but I’d do it again ift had to. 
Heck, I'd even collect more spare tires for a shifty old truck driver, It’s worth it— 
stone's an eight- tire event. 


